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TO MY MOTHER. 

** The heart that we have lain near before our birth, is the 
only one that cannot forget that it has loyed ns.'* 
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POEMS. 




MARGARET. 

**Ich habe gelebUund geleibV* 

1- 

Came the dim, mysterious twilight 

Veiling clouds of gold and blue — 
Came the sad and silent twilight, 

With its shadows and its dew. 
And there wandered Lady Margaret, 

Margaret of Lennystore ; 
In the old oak shadows, falling 

Tenderly her beauty o'er — 
Lady Margaret, fair and stately 

As the cold, majestic night — 



12 MARGARET. 

Margaret, with a mien as regal 

As the hushed and haughty night 1 
Was it but the flickering moonlight, 

And the shadows swaying low, 
That the Lady, proud and stately, 

Seemed a very woman, now ? 
Bowed her face all flushed and glowing. 

Trembling with the spirit-strife — 
And there fell those tears delicious 

That are wept but once in life I 
And her soft and rosy fingers 

Clasped, to hush her throbbing heart — 
Wedded wife I its very pulses 

Only quicker thrill and start 
And her red lips wandered over 

Such a wealth of tender words — 
Low and sweet, like streams whose music 

Softly blends with song of birds. 
Hush ! forms gliding in the moonlight 

Almost touch her, as they pass — 



MJiRGARET, 13 

Couched the Lady, in the shadows — 

In the dank and dewy grass ; 
And a voice, so very tender 

That she scarcely knew its flow, 
Thro' the leaves, like south-wind rippled 

Every word, distinct and low. 
Lady Edith, and Sir Roland, 

Leaning near her, whispering low 
And she dared not cry her anguish -^ 

Mary Mother I aid her now — 
As she listens, in the shadows. 

To the voice she loves so well 
Breathing love-words to another, 

V^gin Mother ! shield her well. 
*' Never twice, by good sword, swear I 

By my cross, and patron Saint — 
Had any lip save thine, harsh lady, 

On my shield thrown falsehood's taint. 
In my youth, was my betrothment 

With Margaret of Lennystore 



14 MARGARET. 

When heart and brow were as unsullied 

As the child's I knelt before ; 
Nought knew I of love or passion, 

But thQ childhood years flew on, 
And the maiden grew in beauty, 

But as cold as sculptured stone ; 
Beautiftd as moonlit statue, 

In the marble fanes of old — 
Like the gorgeous icy islands. 

Even in the sunshine cold I 
See you not she shuns me, Edith ? 

See you not she scorns to love ? 
Sooner through the marble bounding. 

May life's crimson current move. 
Than in her proud heart the throbbings 

Of a woman's earnest love I 
Never call me false, sweet Edith, 

In those vows I had no share ; 
What care I for haughty Margaret ? 

O, I love ttee — Edith fair I 



MARGARET, 15 

I have sworn her no alleigance — 

Roland's heart is all thine own I " 
Swayed the grass all dank and dewy — 

Hark I did not the night wind moan ? 
" Shall I, Edith, at the altar 

With proud Lady Margaret stand, 
And with lips all taint and perjured 

Claim her cold, reluctant hand ? 
While my traitor heart is bowing 

To the fairest in the land, — 
Edith of the sunny tresses, — 

Loveliest lady in the land I 
Dare you, Edith, on the morrow 

At the holy altar kneel. 
And to the haughty Knight de Varo 

Pledge a love you do not feel ? 
While your coward heart is throbbing 

Wildly at another name ? 
Nay I by all my hopes of heaven 

Then, I will assert my claim 1 



16 MARGARET. 

Give him the hand so cold, unwilling : 

But the heart that is my own, 
I will claim there, at the altar, 

Despite the dark De Varo's frown ! '' 
Swayed the gi'ass all dank and dewy ; 

Came the night wind sweeping on ; 
And amid the stately swellings 

Of its solemn organ tone — 
Fainter grew the voice and fainter, 

'Till the last low sound was gone 1 
Rose and fell the glistening foliage, 

Bent the oak boughs in the gale. 
And there stood the Lady Margaret 

In the moonlight calm and pale ! 
Not a word her white lips uttered — 

Not a sign on cheek or brow — 
But O God ! the wreck and ruin 

One brief hour had wrought below ! 
In the blast gnarled oaks are splintered. 

Horror rides the simoom's wing 



MARGARET. 17 

And the battling billows, trophies 

Upon rocky ledges fling. 
Fiercer than the fiery simoom, 

Blacker than the tempest-wrath, 
The storm that swept her woman-heart 

Yet left; no trace, to mark its path ! 
On her face no throes convulsive 

Told the torture-rack of fiite ; 
In her step, composed, majestic. 

Was not seen the soul's wild weight I 
Like a temple, thunder-riven, 

Ivyrcrowned, though desolate. 
Seemed she in the mournful grandeur 

Of her Proud and broken heart — 
In the miserable grandeur 

Of her wrecked and ruined heart I 

11. 

Later grew the night, and brighter 
Shone the moonlight in the glade. 



18 MARGARET. 

And the dense leaves shook and trembled, 

As a form stole from their shade — 
As a weird face, wild and haggard. 

Seared with passion, age and sin, 
Darkened all that moonlit valley, 

Tainted all that air with sin. 
Like a wandering fiend at Eden, 

Through the portal peering in ! 
" Ha I they know not that I heard them. 

Traitor Roland — Edith fair, 
Nor knows my foster-child, my Margaret, 

That I witnessed her despair ! 
By the storm-clouds frowning o'er her. 

Where the fair blue heaven has been. 
By the ^heaven that mocks before her 

With a yawning hell between — 
By the mystic runes I've chaunted, 

By the mighty spells I've read. 
By the withering curse of Woden, 

By the ' choosers of the dead,' 



MARGARET. 19 

By his black heart, felse and pequred, 

Lo I I doom him to the dead ! 
Be his bride the croaking raven, 

Be the night-shade rank his bed. 
Be his breast the death- worm's feasting, 

Where her beauty should have bloomed — 
Cut the thread — the web is woven, 

I doom him, and he shall be doomed." 

m. 

Later grew the night, and brighter 

Shone the moon o'er Lennystore ; 
Cold and calm the silver moonlight 

Fell on Edith's chamber floor — 
Glistened on her golden tresses. 

Shimmered on her chamber floor. 
Why kept she lone midnight vigil. 

All her sorrows telling o'er. 
To the silence and the dew-fell 

All her anguish telling o'er ? 



20 MARGARET. 

Later grew the night, and slowly 

O'er the moon a shadow came, 
Started up the Lady Edith, 

Tell-tale lips 1 to breathe the name 
That her heart kept ever murmuring, 

And her forehead glowed like flame, 
As the Lady Margaret gently 

Soothed away her maiden-shame. 
" Look up, Edith, I have brought thee 

Pearls to wreathe thy braided hair. 
And the 'broidered veil I wrought thee. 

On thy bridal day to wear. 
In the Chapel Roland waits thee. 

And the holy Priest is there. 
Fly with Roland I e'er the dawning 

Of the day thou must be gone, 
Though wiling my betrothed away, 

I will not chide thee, gentle one." 
Well it was her sunny tresses 

Shadowed the fair Edith's eyes. 



MARGARET. 21 

Else the Lady's pallid smiling 

Had awakened her surprise. 
Pallid smile, than tears more moumful 

Had awakened her surprise — 
" Tremble not, fair cousin, think thee 

Of to-morrow's wretched fate, 
Think upon the dark D'Varo, 

And my stem Sire — wilt thou wait ? 

. IV. 

Pale before the holy altar 

Rose and fell the taper's light. 
As the wind sighed through the Chapel, 

Flared and fell the flickering light, 
]^lashing o'er the cross and paintings. 

Faintly glimmering through the gloom, 
'Till the pictured saints and martyrs 

Through the shadows seemed to loom. 
Stole a weird face through the shadows, 

Dark and darker grew the air — 



22 MARGARET, 

What did she, the wild and haggard, 

Wretched, sdn-weighed, wandering there ? 
Paler burned the altar tapers. 

Blue and quivering fell their light. 
O'er her ghostly form, and over 

Something rich, and chased, and bright. 
At the very cross it glittered. 

In her shrivelled hands held up. 
Held so firm that not a wine-drop 

Trembled o'er the silver cup I 
" You will pledge your bonny Edith 

Sir Roland, ere you mount and ride, 
You will cool your soul's wild fever 

In the bright and blushing tide, 
And ere dawns the morrow's daybreak. 

Clasp for e'er a beauteous bride. 
Ha I ha I the night-shade and the Raven I 

Traitor Roland, pledge your bride 1 " 
Hark I the footfalls in the distance. 

And the weird hag crept away. 



MARGARET, 28 

And the air grew bright and purer, 

As when on storm-nights breaks the day, — 

As upon the night's black tempest, 
Blue and bright doth break the day. 

V. 

Sheen before the holy altar 

Burned the taper's steady light. 
As a prayer sighed through the Chapel, 

Burned and blazed the taper's light. 
O'er the aged Priest, and over 

Roland and his gentle bride. 
Over queenly Margaret, standing 

Cold and calm by Edith's side. 
Brighter burned the altar tapers. 

Richer shone their rosy glare, 
As they flashed upon the diamonds 

Starring Lady Margaret's hair — 
As they glowed upon the velvet, 

That her bosom mantled o'er, 



24 MARGARET, 

Glowed upon her robe of velret, 

Sweeping on the marble floor, 
" Dominus Vobiscum I Hasten 

Roland, matin hour is nigh, 
Pledge fair Edith in yon cup, 

Mount your steeds amain, and fly I '* 
" Not the wine-cup, Holy Father, 

O not now its tame delight I 
Deeper draughts of holier pleasure 

Brim my reeling soul to-night I 
Lady Margaret, pray you, pledge us 

' In yon sparkling cup of wine. 
And for aye — to Mary Mother — 

Shall our warmest prayers be thine 1 " 
Smiled the Lady, as her fair hand 

Took the goblet from his grasp — 

Shook her heart with throes convulsive, 
Tho' no tremor marked her clasp. 

Smiled the Lady, as her white lips 
Kissed the wine-cup's rosy tide ; 



MARGARET. 26 

Quaffing to the brave Sir Roland, 

And to Edith fair, his bride ! 
Holy Virgin ! what a horror — 

What a wretched, wild despair 
In the sudden shriek, that shuddered 

On the Chapel's startled air ; 
And they stood aghast — and wondered 

What it was — and whence — and where. 

VI. 

Gone forever ! the last echo 

Of the trampling hoofs had died ; 
And she ; alone, there, in the Chapel — 

She who should have been his bride : 
Knelt before the blessed Virgin, 

Cowering in her mute despair ; 
Prostrate on the marble pavement. 

Diamonds mocking in her hair. 
Margaret, called the cold and stately ; 

Fools ; they could not dream the flow, 
2 



26 MARGARET, 

The lava torrent, in her bosom 

Burning, blazing, deep below, 
Like the fires of frozen Hecla, 

Glowing 'neath her breast of snow ; 
The wealth of tenderness, the yearning 

For the answering and the true, 
Passion's thirst, and Love's devotion, 

Mary Mother only knew. 
Look upon her. Virgin Mother, 

As she lieth stilly there ; 
OffeHng, broken heart and spirit. 

Eloquent, tho' voiceless prayer. 
Look upon her ; give her tears. 

To weep away her dead despair. 

VII. 

O'er Lennystore the rosy morning 
Rouses life in bower and hall ; 

The song of birds, the sound of harps. 
And merry voices shout and call. 



MARGARET. 27 

Gallant knights, and noble ladies ; 

But where the queenliest of them all, 
The Lady Margaret ? where Sir Roland ? 

Edith, fau-est of them all ? 
Long they sought, in tower and chamber ; 

Thro' the old oaks and the glade ; 
Wandering sadly, calling madly. 

Thro' the sunshine and the shade. 
And her haughty sire— forgetting 

All his pride in anguish wild ; 
Frantic, called upon the echoes, 

WaiUng wild — " My child I my chUd I " 
Coldly came the gUmmering twilight 

O'er the halls of Lennystore, 
But beneath the old oak shadows, 

Margaret wandered, never more. 
On the marble, cold, they found her, 

Prostrate on the Chapel floor. 
Like dead night — her star crown broken, 

Li her robe, she lieth thei^e, 



28 MARGARET. 

With the scattered diamonds gleaming 

In the midnight of her hair. 
And her brow — so fair and queenly, 

Touched and chilled the marble aisle ; 
Gone for aye her eyes' dark splendor, 

And the glory of her smile ! 
When they found her in the Chapel, 

Joying that their search was o'er, 
Something surely bent above her, 

Something white, 'that floated o'er ; 
Something beautiful, and holy ; 

Such they never saw before ; 
And it bore the very semblance 

Of the painting on the wall ; 
Of the pitying Madonna, 

Just above her, on the wall. 
And they stood in awe and wonder, 

And they stood in silence all, 
'Till it slow, so slowly faded. 

That they scarcely knew 'twas fled. 



MARGARET. 29 

Scarcely knew that it had left them 
In the twilight — with the dead — 

In the sad, mysterious twilight, 
With the fair and queenly dead. 






REVERIE. 

The wind is shrieking madl j 

Among the shivering leaves ; 
Monotonous and sadly 

The rain falls from the eaves. 
FearftJ, and dark, and dreary, 

The night comes on ; pray we 
For travellers worn and weary, 

And for the tossed at sea. 

Pray we for all benighted ; 

God hear the wretched call 1 
In pleasant parlor, lighted 

With fire-glow on the wall, 



REVERIE, 81 

And nestling 'mid the pillows, 

With' half-shut, dreamy eyes, 
I watch like swaying willows 

The shadows fall and rise. 

O'er my soul, sweet fancies — 

Dream-thoughts, that come and go — 
Vague, beautiful romances 

Are waving to and fro ; 
And with my pleasant dreaming 

A low, sad, sound is blent ; 
The falling rain is seeming 

A sweet accompaniment* 

The past is all before me 

With treasured memories ; 
Dear faces hover o'er me. 

With tender, earnest eyes ; 
And on my soul are ringing 

Voices soft and low, 



REVERIE. 

Like murmurs of sweet singing, 
From deax lips long ago. 

And tender words we cherish, 

Thro' weary months and years, 
Whose memory ne'er can perish, 

Call up these happy tears ; 
The fiiture brightens o'er me. 

With throbbing hopes and high. 
Like farie-land before me, 

Its happy visions lie. 

And dreams of earnest gladness 

Steal on an hour like this ; 
Dreams of Delicious madness. 

That break the heart with bliss I 
And 'wildered by their sweetness, 

I trust their seeming truth, 
'Till o'er their mocking fleetness, 

I weep in bitter ruth. 



REVERIE. 83 

The wind is shrieking madlj, 

Tossing the leaves about ; 
But my heart beats warm and gladly, — 

The storm is all without. 
And faces warm and real, 

And eyes of living light ; 
Chasing the dear ideal, 

If ow meet my waking sight. 

I veil these dear romances ; 

And in my silent heart 
I fold these wild sweet fancies ; 

The world has there no part. 
How foil of quiet gladness 

These evening hours have been ; 
Let winds shriek in their madness, 

There is no storm within. 



SONG. 

I feel thy breathings upon every air, 

In every star thine eyes are answering mine ; 

I hear thy voice in wind, in song, in prayer, 
There is a presence near me — it is thine. 

And I have learned to live with every thought. 
And hope, and aspiration thrown on thee ; 

Until my very being now is wrought 
Into thine own ; thou art a part of me. 

Through all the day my lips' low murmuring 
Is still thy precious name, sighed tenderly ; 

And evermore I weigh the angels' wings 
With fond petitionings and prayers for thee. 



ME MISERUM. 

The night is trailing 
Her ebon wings across my shivering soul ; 

The wind is wailing 
Like a chained spirit, loathing the control 
That prisons it — meteors are flashing 
Athart the stormy sky ; black waves are dashing 
Against the shore, a giaiit lullaby. 

Me miserum ! I am dying 
Without a mass or requiem for my soul — 

Me miserum, I am dying 
With the storm-fiends around me, O my soul I 



86 ME MISERUM. 

Dark thoughts are waking 
Like serpent-tongues, stinging me as they start ; 

Ghastly forms are breaking * 
From the sepulchral caverns of my heart, — 
Phantom forms, in the dread darkness glaring, 
Until my spirit writhes beneath the staring 
The dead, fixed staring of their stony eyes. 

Me miserum, I am dying 
Without a mass or requiem for my soul — 

Me miserum, I am dying, 
The ghosts of crimes around me, O my soul 1 

Where art thou straying ? 
Cannot thine eyes blue brightness pierce the gloom ? 

By thy sweet praying 
Win me repose, O, I implore thee, come I 
Didst thou not promise on thy pure white breast, 
To pillow my damp brow ? The wild unrest. 
The hour of death is here, but where art thou ? 



ME MIS BRUM. 8'' 

Me miserum, I am dying 
Without a mass or requiem for my soul -^ 

Me miserum, I am dying 
Alone, in sin, in darkness, O my soul 1 




SONG OF THE AUTUMN LEAVES. 

Speak soMy, here is death,* 
The beautiftil, blue sammer is no more, 
Her eyes forget their light, her lips to pour 

Their bird-songs on each breath ; 
And from her forehead, as the wild winds pass, 
Sadly the faded flowers &11, alas I 

Over the queenly head. 
Over the faded tresses sighs the gale, 
A requiem, as she lieth still and pale — 

And beautiful — and dead. 
A requiem sigh our voices, sad and low. 
The summer is no more, ah woe, ah woe I 



SOJV^Q OF THE AUTUMJ^ LEAVES. 89 

Woe for the glowing skies ! 
Woe for the gushing streams that love her light ! 
Fettered and chilled thro' winter's dreary night — 

Yet when the Spring's sweet eyes 
Smile on them, they will wake again — but we 
More faithM, die, O beautiful, with thee I 

In regal revelries 
Have we been with thee, in thy triumph hours, 
Amid thy vassals, — golden skies and flowers, 

And thrilling harmonies. 
And oft, with love-waked eyelids hast thou wept 
Above us, as within thine arms we slept. 

Thy kisses have been pressed 
On us, and ever were our murmurings 
Of wind, or shower, or wild bird's careless wings 

Whispered upon thy breast. 
Queen, Mother, Lover, O how can we see 
Thee perish, and live on — we die with thee I 



40 SOJTO OF THE AUTUMJ^ LEAVES. 

Silent we pass away. 
For us no requiem shall gloom the air ; 
Haply some poet-heart may breath the prayer - 

" Bequiescant in pace." 
Others forsake, we fade exultingly, 
With thee, O beautiiul, we die — we die 1 




"IMPLORA PACE." 

I have been thinking long, 
Darkly and long, until my soul is rife 
With thronging images — visions of strife } 

Floods of unuttered song. 
I lean my languid head upon the breast 
Of the serene, cool night, and pray for rest. 

Sweet night, look on my soul, 
E'en as a mother, with thy tender eyes 
Stilling the turbid waves that rush and rise, 

And o'er my spirit roll. 
Look on thy child, the suppliant, the oppressed ; 
Fold, clasp me in thine arms and give me rest I 



42 •*IMPLORA PACE.'' 

Rest from the startled throes, 
The tortured thought, the ever-haunting sense 
Of aspirations vain ; of loneliness ; 

O give me rest — repose. 
Behold, from my sad heart I tear aside 
The world mask that I wear — the veil of pride. 

It maj be I have stood 
Too much alone ; folding my heart's sweet dreams 
Within itself; pouring its lava streams 

Upon the solitude — 
Veiling it proudly from the world, where none 
Care its strange deeps to sound ; alone — alone. 

And is this loneliness ? 
Do I not on the breast of night recline ? 
Her burning eyes — do they not answer mine ? 

And the wind's passionate kiss ; 
Thrills it not softly thro' my trembling form ? 
And the vine's tendril fingers, moist and warm. 



IMPLORA PACE.' 



48 



Do they not clasp my hand ? 
What matter tho' before the world, unmoved, 
With veiled and folded heart, unknown, unloved. 

Alone, I stand ; 
She of the starry eyes, and cloudy tress ; — 
The night is mine, in all her loveliness I 




SONG. 

The eager stars look out of Heaven to-night, 
And on the waters smile, like tender eyes ; 

For to each glance of passionate delight, 
A glowing star from out the wave replies. 

So on the passion billows of my heart, 
To-night a thousand burning stars arise ; 

To memory's sky thus softly imaged back, 

Each wave has caught the impress of thine eyes. 

The rosy mom will shame the stars away ; 

The idle waves woo sunlight with their song ; 
Nor will the trustingj stars at evening trow. 

The beams have kissed the billows all day longi 



Not thus the starlight of my spunt &des, 

When happy morning blushes o'er her skies ; 

The glorious sunlight of thy smile but adds 
A richer beauty to thy starry eyes. 



CORINNE. 

** Unto ker EaHh'Bgift wot/anw." 

Crowned at the capitol I a low, deep tone, 
A throb, a pulse, as of one mighty heart 
. Swelled on the air, and rolling proudly on, 
A thousand echoes &om dim arches start. 
Again — again from the vast multitude. 
As from one giant voice uprose a gush 
Of surging sound, then sinking, &int, subdued. 
Fell on them all a reverential hush. 
And she, Corinne, the beautiful, the adored. 
The rare Improvisatrice, wildly poured 
Her soul in song, on the blue languid air 
Of her own Italy -^ her ebon hair 



CORIJSrJV-E. 47 

Floatmg a banner round her, and her eyes. 

Catching the changeftd purple of her skies, 

Glowed with the fire of soul, as her proud form 

Of swaying gracefulness, rosy and warm, 

Quivered and thrilled like a young bird's 

In its sweet joy, as the impassioned words 

Burned on her lips, shaking the inmost chords 

Of listening hearts, as with a haunting tone 

Of olden memories — of glories gone — 

Filling the soul with aspirations high. 

Bearing it up on its proud minstrelsy — 

And at the feet of Rome, imperial still. 

Despite its desolation and despair. 

Queen city, of the seven eternal hills — 

In moumfiil adoration leaving it I 

O mighty heart — in thine ambitious hours. 

Amid thy grand and gorgeous fantasies. 

When hope, and youth, and song have woven 

flowers. 
Was ever triumph, ever wreath like this ? 



48 CORIJ>rJ>rE. 

Hath Earth aught else to give — to offer thee. 
Rare child of song, daughter of Italy ? 
Alas, alas I e'en in this triumph hour 
The woman-heart faints with a sudden sense 
Of desolation and of loneliness, 
Loathing the mocking brightness of her dower 
That wins but fame — as well to place a flower 
Beneath the blaie of burning lamps, and shower 
A sparkling wreath of brilliant gems upon 
The leaves that yearn and die for dew and sun, 
As offer feme to woman. Teach her first 
To still the yearning which her bosom nursed 
For something strong, and true, and all her own. 
On which the weary heart may lean, and throw 
Its earnest wealth of dear devotedness. 
Crowned at the Capitol I And pale she stood 
With laureled brow, before the multitude. 
And desolately lone that heart of hers, 
Amid the throng of careless worshipers, 
Alas ! how often does the flame divine 
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Bum through long years upon some lonely shrine, 
Winning at length the laurel but to feel 
'Mid her despair and bitter loneliness, 
Earth's gift to her is fame, not happiness. 




MY OWN. 

How proudly I shall gaze on thee ; my heart 
Whispering to itself, " my own, my own ; " 
Learning to know thy footstep's lightest sound. 
The lowest breathing of thy varied tone ; 
And I shall share each hope, each noble thought- 
Shall be forever near thee, by thy side ; 
And O when men shall call thee great and good, 
Will not my heart break, with its joy and pride ? 

And when world-wearied, tired even of fame, 
Thy heart turns to our home for perfect rest, 
I'll lay my gentle hand upon thy brow. 
And sing the songs I know you love the best. 
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And I will read thee quaint and olden rhymes, 
Murmuring sweet words to thee, o'er and o'er ; 
With prayer, and music, and our deep love's truth, 
Ah me ! what can we ask or hope for more ? 

And, Love, should sorrow, like a storm-cloud frown, 
And summer-friends look coldly on thy woe. 
Supremely scorning then, their coward souls. 
My woman-heart will rise to meet the blow ; 
How I will cheer thee then, with patient smiles 
And hopefiil words that know not to despair, 
Until we woo the sunlight back again. 
By thy high courage and my faith and prayer I 



MAGDALENE. 

Slowly an anthem rolling 
Through old Cathedral halls, 

Swept o'er the aisles mysterious, 
Shaking the bannered walls. 

Pouring a mighty torrent, 
Harmonious, wave on wave. 

Through the dim cloistered arches. 
And the radiant, lighted nave. 

Softly the incense, waving, 
Died on the throbbing air. 
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And rose, o'er prostrate hundreds 
A single voice of prayer. 

Is it a flood of sunlight 

Close by the Gothic door ? 
BeautiM golden tresses 

Sweeping the marble floor, 

Veiling the pallid features, 

Shading the quivering form 
That seeks in the Fane a shelter 

From scorn — the world's wild storm. 

And a flush, as when autumn sunset 

Dies in the western sky, 
Burned in its fleeting beauty. 

O'er faded cheek and eye. 

As a burst of glorious music 

Swept through the Minster's gloom. 

Bringing a flood of memories — 
Life's early light and bloom — 



/v 
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Bearing her soul resistless, 
In its glad music showers, 

Back to its innocence again. 
Back to its childhood hours I 

Her blue eyes laughed, and sweet words 
Her red lips wandered o'er ; 

Her brow flung back its tresses — 
Young, pure, and loved once more I 

Hark ! sad funereal numbers — 
A requiem sound of woe — 

Tumultuous, turbid billows 
Tossing her to and fro — 

A vast, tempestuous ocean — 
A sea of surging sound — 

And life's dark deeds, like phantoms, 
Shadowing her around ! 

There is no gleam of sunlight 
Close by the Gothic door. 



^'--^ ^.; 
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A broken heart — and tresses, 
Strewn on the marble floor. 

Soft as the breath of summer, 

Sweet as a fairy strain, 
Sighed the delicious music 

Through the dim aisles again — 

Hovering like a blessing 

The gold-tressed mourner o'er, 

'Till the warm tears were dropping 
Down on the marble floor. 

The organ tones were whispering 

Of pardon and of rest ; 
She knelt with white arms folded 

Meekly across her breast. 

Swelled the entrancing music, 

A wilder, clearer strain — 
A flood of rapturous ecstacy 

That bordered upon pain — 
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As with the glorious numbers, 
Bang golden harps in heaven, 

Knelt in the storm of music, 
The Magdalene — forgiven I 



OUT OF THE DEEP. 

Peace, peace — my troubled soul to-night 

Such music camiot hear— 
The phantoms of a wasted life, 

The ghosts of hopes, are near. 
And as the future stands', unveiled, 

A desert, to mine eye, 
I only see the blinding sands ; 
Only, the lurid sky. 

How will my parched lips pant with thirst. 

In that dark life to come — 
How will the mirage cheat my heart 

With hopes that never blooms — 
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How will my weary, bleeding feet 
Track dark the burning sand 1 

God 1 for the shadow of a rock, 
In my life's desert land. 

I know how I have wasted life ; 

I know how I have thrown 
Rare buds of promise to the winds. 

That might have bloomed, my own. 
Prostrate beneath the throbbing stars, 

Tortured with wails of song ; 
A weary past— a fixture dark — 

O Lord, how long ? how long ? 



® 
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INVOCATION. 



' And nothing can separate us — call upon me — and 
in spirit I shall be near." 



Come 1 the air is fiill of silence ; 

Heavy are the winds with sleep ; 
Dreams and shadows float around me, 

And the night is hushed and deep 
Come I I call thee hither, Spirit 1 

As the darkness grows intense 
I can hear my pulses beating ; 

This is fearful loneliness. 

From the dance, or from the dreaming ; 
From the crowd, or solitude ; 
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From the mirth, or from the mourning ; 

From the sad or haughty mood ; 
From the eyes that smile upon thee ; 

Brighter cheek and feirer brow ; 
From hearts that love not half so dearly, 

Do I call — command thee, now. 

By thy passionate words of worship ; 

By my earnest, low replies ; 
By the songs that I have sung thee ; 

By all cherished memories ; 
By the hopes that we have woven. 

Rainbow-like, around our way. 
Dreaming ever that the morrow 

Will be brighter than to-day ; 

By the hours, the unforgotten. 
When thy voice was on my soul ; 

And the tears fell down like rain-drops. 
Wildly mocking my control ; 
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When thine eyes were smiling o'er me, 
'Till I lived but in their light — 

And thy footsteps were like music, 
Known 'mid all, with quick delight — 

Come I I call thee hither — hear me 1 

O shall I implore in vain ? 
By all that we have known of gladness ; 

All that we have known of pain ; 
By the vows that we have plighted. 

Which the holy angels keep ; 
Come ! I call — I wait thee — spirit ; 

While the world is all asleep. 
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"THE DIAMOND OF THE DESERT." 

(See " Stoord and Gaum.'*) 

Let us linger still ; 
One hour — but one — 
See how my brow is sullied by the sun, 

The bright fierce sun, that beats upon my head ; 
And ah ! my feet are blistered by the sands. 
The burning sands, which we, apart, must tread. 
Rest, love, one hour, but one ; 
Soon are these moments gone. 

Let us linger still ; 
One hour — but one — 
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Ah me ! the joy to rest beneath the shade ; 

How eagerly our hot lips drink the stream 
Of whose cool waters, in the desert life, 

With such wild yearnings, all in vain we dream! 
Drink, Love, one hour — but one — 
Soon are these moments gone. 

Let us linger still ; 
One hour — but one — 
How can we know when we shall rest again ? 

Oh ! will our hearts be brave and strong for this ? 
Or will this light cause darker shades to fall ? 
Or will we madden for remembered bliss ? 
We part. Love ; sad, alone — 
Gone are those moments— gone. 



PHANTOMS. 

I send thee memories — 
The night, the winds, the stars, are taught my 

wrongs 
In mournfiil words, in wild and burning songs ; 

These — my avengers — these 
Forevermore shall haunt thy restless heart ; 
Phantoms, ever following where thou art 1 

I burden every breeze 
With the remembrance of those olden days ; 
That golden autumn — glorious in the blaze 

Of green and crimson trees ; 
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The misty hills — the river's rippling song ; — 
Ah me I since nature smiled for me, seems long. 

Thy voice, — a music stream — 
Was ever on my soul ; thine eyes' fond light 
Flooding my heart with radiance, strong and bright ; 

I lived as in a dream. 
Wondering much : " Where can life's shadows be ? 
All is so very beautiftd to me." 

The silence now, I break 
With the despairing cadence of my tcme ; 
Groping in bitter darkness, all alone — 

Alas ! I stand, awake ; 
Wondering sadly : " Where can the sunlight be ? 
All is so very desolate to me." 

Trampling it in the dust, 
I bind my heart, as with an iron chain ; 
And laugh to scorn its dreams to trust again. 

For me there is no trust ; 
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I flung my life's great hopes on thee to dwell — 
Wrecked at my feet they lie — and it is well ! 

I have ever stood 
Silent — apart from all the world save thee — 
And now, the loneliness will only be 

A deeper solitude — 
A desert of its one Oasis reft — 
A waste of burning sands — no fountain left I 






WHERE ART THOU? 

I hear the rustling of the leaves, 

The breeze upon the hill, 
I hear the Katydid's shrill song, 

The whisper of the rill ; 
And through the trailing willow-bi nghs 

The dainty south winds' chime - 
I hear all voices soft and low. 

But, darling, where is thine ? 

Despite the swaying jessamine 
That steals one half the light, 

And burdens with its faint perftunt 
The dewy breath of night, 
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The star-eyes through the lattice work 
Are smiling down on mine — 
% I see the eyes in the blue heaven, 
But, darling, where are thine ? 

There is a breath upon my cheek, 

A murmur, like a sigh — 
And beating close above my heart, 

A burden seems to lie; 
Ah ! 'tis the weight of loneliness. 

And not thy gentle brow — 
I feel the breathings of the night. 

But, darling, where art thou ? 



THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Twilight on the woodlands, 

And on my soul a gloom — 
And a shadow s\^aying slowly 

To and fro, within my room — 
A something dim and misty 

1 noticed ne'er before — 
The shadow of the curtain, 

In the moonlight, on the floor. 

Now fades it from the casement, 
The pale young moon is set. 

But the shadow on my spirit 
Is swaying sadly yet 1 
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Amid the misty gloaming 
Comes out the tender light 

Of silver stars, that brighten 
The regal front of night. 

Now softly, very softly — 

As if some prayer it bore. 
Steals on the air such music 

I never heard before I 
Sing in your youth and beauty — 

Sing in your gladness on — 
I am listening here, in sorrow — 

With pain — with night, alone ! i 

While tears, the hot and bitter. 

My eyes unbidden fill, 
I wonder if they'd miss it. 

Were my voice forever still I 
Were the pale lips hushed forever — 

Hushed with their songs and prayers, 
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Were the heart, whose wealth of loving 
Was poured so oft on theirs. 

Still as the clay above it, 

Cold as the marble stone — 
Would they still, in youth and beauty 

Sing in their gladness on ? 
Ay — the sky would smile as brightly. 

The blithe young birds sing on — 
And they ? they would ask a moment, 

" Where is our absent one ? " 

But the rosy hours would cover 

The cold white memory stone — 
They would leave me there — forever — 

As now — alone — alone I 
Alone ? an arm is round me — 

My throbbing temples press 
Close to a heart that only . 

Is filled with tenderness ! 
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And thou did'st not forget me — 

I am no more alone — 
Mother, amid their mirth you thought 

Still of your stricken one 1 
Oh Mother 1 tho' it wander, 

This wayward heart of mine — 
When the meteor stars, above it. 

Of hope and pleasure shine. 

Yet like the lone Dove, finding 

But coldness — pain — unrest — 
It seeks again its haven. 

Its ark — a mother's breast I 
Now let them sing, sweet mother I 

Sing in their health and glee — 
I cannot be forgotten 

While I have God and thee ! 



APART. 

Weary and sad must be my fate — 
God grant the smilight smile on thee, 

And my dark life some light may gain, 
If Love and Hope thine angels be I 

Unnatural are our severed lives, 
A golden past — a present pain — 

What hath the future for us, Love ? 
Will the links meet, and clasp again ? 

It yet may be — my heart may beat — 
O Darling, close against thy breast — 

Lost there the pain that breaks it now, 
O most desired most blessed rest 1 
4 



FATHER. 

«« The living are bo &r away — 

But thou — thou aeemest strangely near ; 
Enowest all my silent heart would say — 
Its peace, its pain, its joy, its fear." 

Father 1 perhaps from out the calm blue heaven 
Thoulookest on thy child to-night — I know 
That in thy home of glory and of light, 
The love which made our earthly home so fair, 
Is with thee still. 

I know the spotless robe — 
The blood-washed robe, which the redeemed wear, 
Has never folded me from out thy heart — 
I know that 'mid the swelling of gold harps. 
And the glad music from Life's flowing river — 
And 'mid the anthemsj chanted evermore — 
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The *< Holy, Holy," to the great " I Am " — 
God hears my fiunt, weak voice — 

Canst thou hear, too ? 
Be near me, Father 1 let me feel thee near — 
Oh I but to have thee, as of old, one hour — 
To lean my tired head upon thy breast, 
And with one long-drawn, happy sigh, to give 
Into thy keeping every joy and woe. 
Feeling so safe — that nought but peace and rest 
Can reach me in thy sheltering arms I 

Be near — 
Lean down to me from thy high home, whose light 
The glory of the Heavens, was on thy brow 
When last I looked upon thy dearest face. 
Lean down to me — look on my heart — forgive 
Its thoughts of evil, they should not rest there. 
In thy child's heart, brave Soldier of the Cross I 
O Father 1 am I changed ? 

I have known pain 
And sorrow, and unrest, since thy dear eyes 
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Gave into mine their last, long look, and closed. 
Plead for me. Father ! thou art near the throne' — 
Ask comfort for thy child — ask light and peace; 
Plead for me. Father I O ask strength to bear — 
Ask hope and patience — for I need them all. 
Plead for me, Father 1 plead for me — thy child ! 




BRAVE. 

True Heart 1 -I will be brave and patient now — 
But smile on me with love and faith again ; 
My coward cries shall sadden thee no more, 
Cries wrung from me by loneliness and pain 1 

The bitter cup, Life presses to my lips 

In silence I will drain — alas for me 1 

To know thee suffering — would that I might drink 

The gall and bitterness life offers thee. 

I, who could die for thee — that were not hard, 
To fold pale hands upon an aching heart, 
To shut sad eyes, with white Hps to kiss peace — 
Forever, with unrest and pain to part. 
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'Tis harder, far, to live and to endure — 
Courage, sad Soul ! faint not at sorrow's touch. 
For his dear sake thou canst bear this — be brave, 
He lives -r he loves thee still — is not this much ? 

Beloved 1 if my feet shall sometimes fail, 
Frown not, for only in thy smile I live ; 
If sometimes there shall reach thee a low wail, 
Think, " She is only woman " — and forgive. 




LITTLE "PUSSIE." 

Fair, high brow, and eyes of hazel, 

Wee hands, making work for me — 
Dainty little mouth of crimson, 

Just as sweet as mouth can be 1 
Blithe voice, singing softly — calling. 

Asking — O such funny things I 
Restless feet — could she move faster. 

Had my little birdie wings ? 

Happy Pussie — frolic-baby — 

Sunbeam, glancing herp and there ; 

God in mercy keep thee, darling. 
Free from sin, and woe, and care. 
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O if those bright eyes should darken 
With a weight of unshed tears, 

And the lips forget, that ever 

They had smiled in other years I ~ 

Kiss me, kiss me closer, daughter — 
I Drive such thoughts away from me. 

Little lambs and birds are sheltered, 
, God is good — He cares for thee. 
We all love thee — love thee dearly, 

• Little Pussie — precious pearl. 
But " Our Father " loves thee better, 
God will keep thee, baby girl ! 



POETRY. 

** Let me not lower to the Boulless leyel 
Of those whom now I pity.'* 

I worship in thy Temple, tho' afar 

From those thy votaries, whose high names are 

heard 
Like old familiar music — the heart throbs 
And the lips quiver with the wordless joy 
Which they have given us — the noble bards I 
From the dim vestibule I worship thee — 
Not near thine altar, yet my life is bright 
With the warm glory, with the rosy light 
Which thou dost bathe all nature in for me — 
My heart — can it be sad when in the past 
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Thy mantle covers up the graves of hopes ? 
When in the fiiture I see only thee ? 
With love, with duty, with obedience, 
With all delight, I kneel, and worship thee I 
Smile on me — if my fiiith can make thee smile. 
Alas I for those, whose barren lives know not 
The glory and the beauty of thy smile 1 
Who cannot hear the music in thy voice — 
Whose souls cannot stand face to face with thine; 
Lives void of this great joy — alas for them I 



; 



"MY CROWN." 

** Blany there be, &r wider pKrted, 
Who 'neath one roof^tree draw one breath.** 

I wonder, sometimes, if my crown — 

My sorrow's crown, could heavier be — 
If sharper thorns could pierce my brow, 
Than those which, wounding sorely, now 
Draw hopeless tears from me. 

And then I feel that if thy love. 

Thine earnest love, were lost to me — 
If thou unworthy — false, couldst be 
To all my hoarded faith in thee, 
My crown would heavier be I 
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Ah Dear 1 tho' severed wider fer 
Than seas and mountains part, 

Sad eyes — sad lips — sad arms — I move, 
Live, breathe — encircled by thy love, 

For heart still clings to heart I 



ABSENT. 
J. P J>. 

Dear absent, imforgotten one, 
My heart to-night is wandering to thee — 
On thro' the ether blue — the clear, cold night, 
Strong in its innocence, its woman might. 

It seeks for thee I 

Away — amid the city's brilliant throngs — 
The dizzy dance — the flood of light, 
The storm of music — and the gush of song? 
That quiver on the startled breath of night — 
Reckless, on lava life-waves borne along. 
It seeks for thee ! 



In vain — in vain — ah me ! and shuddering, 
Beating in 2Lgonj its rapid wing, 
Loathing the ruddy glare from haunts of sin ; 
The revelers laugh — ^the flower-wreathed bowl, 
Hiding the fiery tongues that kill the soul — 
Pallid — despairing — dare it enter in 
To seek for thee ? 

Thou art not there — by shaded lamp— alone, 

With tender thoughts of home, 
Like gentlest spirits, leaning one by one, 
Their smiling faces on thy reverie. 

My heart discovers thee I 
And on thy bosom folds its weary wings — 
Its startled throbbings soothed to perfect rest 
By the calm beating of thy noble breast I 



TO . 

" My life has no purpose, and no aim.*' 

Thy barque is floating on a summer sea, 

And blithe beneath thee bound the blue, bright 

waves, 
And purple skies lean tenderly above, 
And smile upon thee like a mother's eyes. 
While from the frolic-shore — the childhood isles, 
The breath of flowers — the sigh of sweet south 

winds. 
And sounds melodious, and murmurous, like 
The chime of fairy bells, float round thy soul. 
Which rocks upon the waves in wrongftd ease. 



88 TO 

Does the young £agle, when its storm-beat plumes 
Are battling with the wild and warring-winds 
To reach the distant rocks — if that a cloud 
In envious fold, hides the far beetling crag, 
Fall back to earth, in mad despair ? Not so ! 
The torn and bleeding" wings soar upward still, 
And from the summit of the rocky goal. 
The proud, unflinching eye looks to the sun, 
And drinks its golden beams triumphantly. 
Then up I from your dull lethargy, and leave 
The stagnant waters of that fairy shore — 
Out on the ocean — on the wide Lite Sea I 
Tour eagle soul has much to do and dare. 

There is a name to win that lyill not die — 
Not 'mid the roses of that childhood shore, 
But in the broad arena — among men — 
And with the strong, proud, grasping intellect, 
The God-seal set upon your noble brow — 
A high and honored name that will not die. 



TO . 8S 

And there are deeds to do, whose memory 

Will live in human hearts — and more than that, 

Be written in the " book of life " above — 

To still the sob of misery — to give 

Light to the darkened, joy to the distressed. 

Forbearance, kindness, mercy, charity — 

Great deeds to do, which Angels will remember. 

And dare you say — on whom the merciful 

" All Father " has thus lavishly bestowed 

The " talents ten," that your life has no aim ? 

And dare you waste away in idle dreams 

These precious hours ? Ah I terrible will be 

The day of reckoning, when he shall demand 

Of you the wasted talents back again I 

Up — up ! arouse thee, and you sure will see 

The aim and purpose of a noble life ! 

Out to the battle ! with your God-like strength. 

Your strength of mind — your strength of intellect. 

Out to the battle -:— and my prayers go with you. 

Out to the strife ! and do your proud devoir. 



THE WRECKED. 

'* And when Love looked to Hope and Reason, and asked, in the 
mariner's tongue, * what cheer 7 * the answer of the first waa 
iSunt and low, and the second said aloud, * breakers ahead ! ' *' 

Old Romance, 

A bark upon the waters — and tempest on the sky, 
And moaning winds, ill-omened, and billows surg- 
ing high. 
A bark upon the waters, that bears a fragile form. 
Which pure, and proud and dauntless, looks up 
and braves the storm. 

And clearer, truer, purer, thro' sorrow's dreary- 
night, ^ 

Than in the gladsome summer — than in joy's sun- 
ny light, 
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Love's sweet eyes are burning, unheeding storm or 

blast, 
Tho' Hope lets fall her anchor, and Reason stands 



" Now, Hope, what cheer ? " and thrilling, distinct 

and clear, the shout 
'Mid winds' and sullen waters' fierce rage, rang 

cheery out — 
" What cheer ? " with piercing sweetness the words 

like bird-notes pass — 
But Hope, with pale arms folded, looks up and 

sighs — " alas I " 

" What cheer — what cheer, brave Reason ? " the 

* clarion-voice cried ; 
" Breakers ahead " stem Reason loudly back re- 

plied — 
And leaving chart and rudder — " I'll guide your 
bark no more ; 
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The syren Hope betrayed you — let her now steer 
to shore 1 " 

Love's eyes were fiercely buiiiing — cried he, with 
scomfiil mein ; 

" Ha-ha ! our traitor Reason flies when storms are 
seen — 

Sweet Hope, take thou the rudder I " — but cold, 
and ghastly fair 

She lay with pale arms folded — and damp dishev- 
eled hair I 

And mournfully above her, bent Love, with tear- 
ful eyes ; 

" You won me by sweet wiling, away from sunny 
skies — 

You woke me from my dreaming within a happy 
heart, 

You mocked my quiet slumbers — you bade them 
all depart — 
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You lured me to the Ocean — I followed madlj 
on — 

Now with the skies' blue brightness, have Joy and 
Reason flown, 

But pou dare not desert me — amid the tempest- 
blast. 

Our course is on foreyer — the fatal die is cast I 

Sweet Hope, take thou thy rudder — lean on thine 

anchor still, 
And calm with thy cool fingers, my pulses mad- 

d'ning thrill ; 
Look up, look up 1 arouse thee, what I vanished — 

has Hope flown ? 
Have Hope and Reason left me, to brave the fiends 

alone ? 

'Tis just and right — I bear it — and bravely, and 
alone; 
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My proud defiance flinging to baffled storms, speed 
onl" 

How stem, and pale, and beautiful, with courago- 
cinctured brow — 

God help the reckless mariner ! He's on the break- 
ers now 1 



1 
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DARKNESS. 

The cup my fevered lips must drain, 

O' Lord, so bitter is I 
While other brows are crowned with flowers, 
And others drink the golden hours 

In nectar cups of bliss. 

The path my weary feet must tread 

Is thorny, dark and drear — 
While grass springs up beneath the feet 
Of others — and their lives are sweet, 

Green trees, and waters, near. 
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earnestly I strive to clasp 

Some comfort to my breast. 
Some sure, strong stafF — such others gain- 

1 find but broken reeds, and vain — 

Which pierce me, as I rest I 

I only woman am, O Lord I 

I snffer, and I live — 
Thy ways to me are mysteries — 
Lord ! my rebellious thoughts and cries. 

For Jesus' sake, forgive 1 



^ 



FANNY. 

What is it that we're missing so ? 

South-wind and flowers are here — 
And dainty clouds, and whispering leaves, 

All that makes summer dear — 

Yet in our hearts there is a void 
Which these can never fill — 

And memory's pleading voice in vain 
The song birds strive to still ! 

We miss, in this sweet summer time, 
A home bird that we love — 
6 
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A household flower, that round our hearts 
Its witching tendrils wove. 

From the bright streams and the blue sky 
Laughs out a haunting face, 

And but a silent shadow fills 

Our bright-eyed sister's place I 

Sometimes, forgetting thou art gone, 
I think, " where can she be ? " 

And then I throw my book aside, 
And listen eagerly — 

Listen for thy pleasant laugh, 
Thy footstep on the stair ; 

I miss thee, darling, all day long — 
I miss thee, everywhere I 

I wish that with my tender thoughts 
I could be near thee, now — 



That I might hear thy Toice, and smoothe 
The hair from thy yomig brow — 

Might fold my arms abont thy neck, 
And hold thee to my heart — 

And tell thee, o'er and o'er again, 
How very dear thou art I 

We'll watch with joy the fading leaves, 
Till their green life is gone — 

We'll welcome the brown Autumn days 
For they will bring thee home I 
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THE PILLAR OF SALT. 

" Haste from the city I " and the angel guides 
Seized their rehictant hands, and hurried on — 
For the dread vengeance of an angry God 
Still grasps its thunders, until they are gone I 
" Haste from the city I " and the righteous man 
Went forth — the wife and mother by his side, 
And their young, graceful daughters, in the bloom 
Of their Judean beauty's glowing pride. 
No whispering wind — a silence terrible, 
In the deep sultry blue of Syria's sky — 
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Over the city, sin-beguiled and doomed, 
Hung clouds, in masses dark and threateningly — 
On with quick, startled feet, in solemn fear 
That pressed like death upon their souls, they went, 
But more of grief, than fear, the mother felt, 
\And murmured words of sinful discontent. 
" Ah me ! my heart had learned to twine itself 
Around the beauties of my fair new home. 
Yet I must sever the bright links again. 
And leave them all — alas I I must be gone I 
Must leave the home that in my woman-pride 
I had adorned so fondly for his sake. 
And theirs' — my children — homeless, now again. 
Toward a stranger- land our course we take — 
And may I not bestow one last farewell. 
One fleeting look, back toward Sodom fling ? " 
She said — and disobeyed — O God I and died — 
The words upon her lips still quivering ! 
A lifeless statue — with the feet still turned 
Toward the place of refuge — almost there — 
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But the cold face intently looking back, 
A yearning gaze of grief, and of despair ! 
O soul I from the world-Sodom turned away, 
Look back upon its pleasures never more, 
Lest, almost saved, in sight of endless life. 
Hurled back from Heaven, and lost, forevermore I 



STARLIGHT. 

I'm sitting in the starlight, 

In the starlight pale and cold, 
I'm thinking of my childish days — 

The merry days of old. 
Then every feeling of my heart 

Was mirrored on my brow — 
I never smiled when I could weep, 

As I do often, now 1 
I never felt so lonely then, 

The flowers and the birds 
Were friends — I used to talk to them, 

In lisping, childish words. 
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I'm sitting in the starlight, 

And sighing, but in vain, 
For the happy dajrs of childhood, 

That can never come again ! 

How swiftly did the blue, bright days 

Of sunny youth depart ! 
Swift speed these woman-years, but leave 

A shadow on my heart ! 
My song was happy as a bird's. 

My heart was light as air. 
And I remember still the words 

Of my sweet childish prayer ! 
But now my bark is launched upon 

The restless waves of life — 
And O my heart shrinks wildly 

From the struggle and the strife, 
I'm sitting in the starlight — 

I wish, and pray — in vain — 
For the happy days of childhood 

That can never come agam ! 
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All things are changed ahout me, 

Save she who gave me birth, 
Her precious voice is still, to me. 

The sweetest sound on earth. 
For when I kneel, close by her side, 

And tell each joy or woe, 
There is no music in the world 

Can calm and soothe me so ! 
Her gentle arms enfold me still. 

With fond, untiring love — 
God's richest blessing, that I prize, 

All other gifts above I 
How much I need her counsel now. 

To guide me, and sustain — 
Ah me ! I wish I were a child, 

A happy child, again ! 

Yet how my simple, childish heart 

Longed for these woman-years ! 
The hopes it wove are withered flowers, 

The dew-drops turned to tears I 
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I would give them all — each dream 
And hope that time has brought — 

The noble aspirations, 

The gems of holy thought ; 
Even the veiled treasure 

To whom my songs I pour, 
If I might win the happy heart 

Of childhood back »gain I /f. 
I'm sitting in the starlight, 

And the tear-drops fall like rain — 

1 wish — how wild the wishing ! 
I were a child, again I 
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* DEAD. 

Hear the sullen waves grieving, 

Beloved, that they're leaving 
Thy beauty with me. Go revel, wild waves, 

The hundreds who tossed 

Mid the billows, are lost 
'Mong the coral and pearl of thy caves I 

Still, still art thou sleeping, 

Unmoved by my weeping — 
The sea-moan thy wild lullaby ? 

List! the false waters sighing — 

They mock at my crying. 
The billows are mocking at me ! 
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White faces are drifting 

Close by me, lifting 
Their pitiless eyes to the sky — 

A bitter smile wreathing 

Their dead features, breathing 
A world of proud mocking at me, 

That still I'm caressing thee, 

To my heart pressing thee, 
• Holding thee back from the grasp of the Sea, 

The wind stoops above thee, 

To woo thee, to love thee — 
And loosens the folds of thy dark braided hair. 

It seeks with its soft wile 

To waken thy lost smile. 
Sighing, " where has the beautiftd wandered, 
O where?" 

Now woe, woe — my daughter 1 

The wind, with the water 
Is mocking me, with its cold moan. 

For the pride of our name. Love, 
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O save me from shame, Love, 
Rise up, aye — and laugh them to scorn 1 
Say thou'rt not dead, but sleeping, 
While I'm watching and weeping 
Not for thee, but the dead floating by ! 
O daughter, wild water but echoes my cry — 
O daughter, wild water but mocks at my sigh ! 



PICTURES. 

I. 

An autumn morning, mid wild river hills, 

A golden vapor on the sleepy air — 

And burning splendor on the dying leaves — 

Beauty, warmth, light, lie dreaming everywhere I 

A woman's voice blends with the river's song, 

In half-hushed murmurs, as she lightly reins 

Her steed, and gazes on the glories round. 

That send the warm blood rushing thro' her veins; 

And eagerly, with every quickened sense. 

Her soul receives the impress of the hour 

Her lighted eyes, the crimson on her cheek. 

She deems are oflFerings to Nature's power 1 
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But ah ! the soothing, silver voice she hears, 
The firm, free hand that frets her horse's mane, 
And the bold eyes that sweep o'er all aromid, 
Yet ever seek her glad young face again — 
The bounding step — the wind-blown curls, the eyes 
That whisper softlier than words can speak I 
Beware, yoimg dreamer ! O have they not called 
Light to your eyes, and crimson to your cheek ? 



II. 



A quiet room in a great city's heart. 
And pretty, graceftil luxuries within — 
And one sweet pictured face upon the wall, 
Whose gentle eyes rebuke a thought of sin 1 
Beside a mirror, 'neath a glow of light, 
Alone, and listening, a woman stands — 
She smiles, and sighs, and from her bosom white 
. She draws a letter, with caressing hands. 
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She reads — and boming bloshes veil her fiu» — 
She reads — and on her cheek a tear-drop lies — 
She reads like one entranced and drunk with joj ^ 
Now slowly she looks up — her startled eyes 
With its new crown of love-bestowed grace, 
Have scarcely recognized her own young fiwse ! 



m. 



A wild, wild night — the storm winds roar and rage. 
And dash the billows 'gainst the sullen shore ; 
The black clouds mass themselves upon the sky, 
As tho' the earth will gladden never more ! 
The creaking cordage, and the flopping sails 
Make but weird music on this fearful night. 
But O those two, who breast the winds alone — 
To them, earth, sky, the storm itself, is bright 1 
There is such music in their hearts — they love. 
They are beloved — earth hath no joy like this. 
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When hand clasps hand, when heart beats close to 

heart, 
And soul meets soul, in one — the first, wild kiss. 



IV. 



And O the gladness here ! the merry months 
When leaves are green, and skies are blue, above, 
When happy laughter trills from happy lips, 
And all the sky is redolent of love ! 
And all the earth is lovelier for her sake. 
To him who was world-wearied — and his brow 
Grows lighter, and around his spirit break 
The waves of music, happiness can make — 
And olden rhymes, a sweeter meaning take. 
And she^ ah me 1 she never lived till now ! 



A blank, a waste — a desert, leaden skies 
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Hang o'er a blighted earth — no bloom, no light 1 

Dull clouds that never weep — a twilight drear. 

That never deepens into restfiil night ! 

And weary knees bend to the iron earth. 

And to the " Heaven of brass," turn saddest eyes — 

No light, no hope, no sign of comfort there, 

" Alone, alone — forever more " she cries. 

Now cold and silent lies, in dumb despair — 

Now in mad rebellion struggles long, 

And raves : " O have I more than others sinned, 

That more than others I this sorrow bear I " 



VI. 

A blaze of light that dazzles, scorches, blinds • 
A tropic wild of green and bursting flowers, 
And billowy swells of music, swooning low. 
Clasp in their splendor, all the golden hours I 
The wine of love, the precious ruby wine — 
O dreamer, is it kindling now thy cheek ? 
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Love-lighted eyes — love-languid eyes — they tell 
What trembling lips in vain essay to speak ! 
Pass slowly, slowly pass, O golden hours — 
Sadder are broken hearts than faded flowers. 
Swell louder, music ; drown the haunting tone 
Which they must hear — which they would yet 

disown — 
The death's head warns them — love and anguish 

blend — 
Soul questions soul — " is this — is this the end ? " 




DETHRONED. 

** To make Idols — and to find them clayr" 

In one sad life an idol lies 
Discrowned — fallen from its throne - 
The purple robe and scepter gone, 

Dust on the brow and eyes. 

Alas ! a life so thrown away — 
Upon this frail and fickle thing ! 
Ah ! see — for all the worshipping, 

It is but common clay. 
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Hush 1 not for it a word of scorn ; 
Scorn the blind eyes and hands that made 
The idol ; desolate — dismayed, 

Deserve they not to mourn ? 

Mourn? yes, but not that shattered dust, 
Mourn wasted wealth of love and truth — 
Mourn faded bloom of hope and youth — 

And murdered faith and trust. 

Mourn, but not long ; no idol now 
The temple needs ; a higher light 
Glows thro' the darkness, strong and bright. 

And rests on heart and brow. 

With song, the life grows foil, complete, 
It grieves not for old music, hushed — 
Or crimson passion-flowers, crushed, 

Or th' idol at its feet ! 



OUR BROTHER. 

Died March 2m, 1861. 

Earth smiles so bravely — tho' our dear one lies 
Silent and sightless, 'neath the mocking light ; 

No music on the dumb, white lips, alas I 
Buried away, forever, from our sight. 

Were our prayers wasted, and unheard ? We shed 
Such bitter tearsy all powerless to save 1 

Can time bring healing for such pain as this, — 
Love, lost to us, and buried in his grave ? 
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Is this rebellion ? We loved him so well I 
Help us to pray, Father, " thy will be done. " 

Comfort lis — pity us — it is so hard — 
He was our only, well beloved one ! 

Oh ! would I might this pain and sorrow leave, 
To-night, and to thy pulseless bosom creep — 

And kissing, darling, thy dead mouth once more. 
Share with thee that deep rest, that dreamless 
sleep ! 



"ROYSTON'S SONG." 

Oh, Love 1 a toilsome path we trace 

Across life's desert sands, 
And oft the burdened heart must faint, 

Oft droop the weary hands. 
What wonder i^ when sinking thus 

Beneath the suaJdng^sMes, /!., , ., , .^ ^ 
We turn to where, withm our grasp, J 

The green Oasis lies 
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There, through the shadow of the trees, 

The softened sunbeams play — 
The "diamond of the desert" flings 

On high, its silver spray — 
The cooling waters glance and fall 

Upon the perfumed air, 
How can we leave such happy shade, 

To face the noonday glare ! 

O, Love ! pass on — a deadly snare 

Lurks in these scenes of bliss, 
The fairy waters darkly stain 

The lips they seem to kiss ! 
The velvet grass, so softly green, 

Has thorns thy feet to tear ; 
The graceiul trees but Upas-leaves 

And Sodom-apples bear. 

O Love, be brave ! the shifting sands 

Will harden to thy tread ; 
The sun, around thy firmer steps 

A milder light will shed ! 
Leave not the path — each step aside 

But dims the slender line — 
• Star of the desert be to me. 

My footsteps follow thine I 
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